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The Political Aspect 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know the characters in this fic personally and of course | don't own them. This story is invented all by 
myself and similarities to reality are coincidences. | wrote it just for fun and | do not intend to make any 


money with it. 


„When do the sons of a bitch leave, Jocke?" asked Alexi, hanging upside-down from the makeshift high bar. 


„Hm?" Joakim, who was cleaning the cave inhabitant's weapons professionally and hadn't been paying attention, 


was slightly startled. 


„The guys who killed you and your comrades." 


Jocke's face darkened, his gaze went in fact so angry that Alexi found himself looking for a mouse hole: » The 
bth of October, the commander however stays until next march, | think. Damn", he smashed his fist on the 
rock he was sitting at, „| don't have much time left if | wanna get them alll" After giving the rifle he had 


cleaned a last scrutiny, he sprang to his feet, clearly not being in the state to continue his work. 


„What day is today?" 


The ISt of July” 


Johan approached the two of them: „Joakim, may | talk to you?" Alexi swung himself down to the bottom, 
after he had left, Johan explained: „Seems that there is a political aspect to the incident that lead to your 
death. 


wAnd why should | care?" Joakim asked bluntly. 


„Please, let me explain. | just came back from shopping, and my Arab friends at the market told me something 
that could explain it. If | may believe them, the Minister of Defense has an old friend within the army. The two 
of them came up with a plan last year. Shortly after, Smith, your squad commander, was transferred here. He 
attacked the people who died that day to make sure that the Arabs here strike back in order to justify 
retaliatory measures. They want the war to go on because peace would mean less money for the defense 
industry, and the minister would lose his justification. I's only a rumor that goes here in Iraq but it seems to 


reach quite high in politics. | don't believe that there's nothing to it” 


Joakim bit his lower lip as he thought about Johan's words. They went in the next town every two weeks to 
buy groceries and get some news. Jocke however never accompanied the people who did the shopping because 


he didn't want to be recognized. Indeed, he would hear the news they brought with them at dinner, and 


whenever his friends did, he had listened carefully. But this was new to him. However, knowing Smith, he didn't 
believe it was a trap. 


„Smith knew it?" Why wasn't he surprised at all? 


„Apparently yes. Probably, he gets his share. Guess, you can picture him directly or indirectly paid by the 
defense industry, alongside with the minister and his buddy.” 


„How did he win over the squad? Did he bribe them? He never tried with us." 


„| don't know. And | won't guess." 


Given his massive build and shitloads of charisma, the ususally cheerful and good-tempered Jocke was 
normally already impressive. He's intimidating by now, Johan thought. Indeed, Joakim emanated pure fury, the 


eyebrows threateningly raised, the forest green eyes below them burned with cold anger. 


l'm ready. I'll finish him," Jocke told Johan firmly. „Since | recovered, | trained every day to regain my old 
shape. But you, and perhaps the others as well, have to help me. Gotta figure out how many blows | can take 
and how long | need to.. reset. Plus, | gotta get a grip on my shooting trigger.” 


"Ok. Let's begin training tomorrow before dawn" 


Alexi insisted on being part of Joakim's revenge campaign. This one wasn't exacly enthusiastic, he didn't want 
Alexi to put himself in danger. Neither wanted their friends. However Alexi had been stubborn as a mule. But 


after all, he was an adult man. Now, Janne, too, wanted to accompany them. It was no secret that Janne and 


Alexi were at least strongly attracted to each other. 


Johan said: "If you two ask me as your friend, I'd say, don't go. You could die in this revenge campaign, plus, it 
isnt your fight. But if asked as the leader of our little group, | can see indeed an advantage in it. Being three is 
safer than being alone. Plus, Jocke isn't exactly skinny. Perhaps, he'll need someone like Allu to sneak through a 
spot too small for him. And, even if Alexi or Janne come to death, it is their own decision which | respect." 


With that, it was settled. 


Day OF Reckoning 


Three months later: Joakim had been able to get a grip on his shooting trigger and knew his limits in terms of blows 
he could take, Alexi and Janne, on the other hand, had finallyhad enough training, to be in a good shape that 
guaranteed they would not be killed on the spot. 


A hot, moonless night in the desert. Joakim brought their Jeep to a halt in front of the gate of the base. All 
three of them wore uniforms with the right badges on them, their (false) names were stitched on the jackets, 


they even had false dogtags and passports. 


"So, guys. Here we are. You know what to do. Let's get this over withl", Jocke said to his companions. The three 
of them managed to pass the controls at the gate. Some of the former squad were still there, some of them 
seemed to recognize Joakim but to quickly put the thought aside. Eventually, he couldn't be alive anymore, could 
he? They killed him and his useless friends 


Alexi tapped on Joakim's shoulder. He murmured: "Don't turn around, but | think | spotted someone who 


recognized you, by the looks of his stare.. and now, he turns ashen" 


"fuck!" Jocke swore under his breath. Now, he too noticed the men who stared at him, obviously frightened. He 
felt himself getting angry. Much angrier than he had been when Johan had told him what he had found out. 
They had helped Smith carrying out his filthy plan, they had killed all those innocent men, women and children. They 
had abused him and his closest friends, had beaten the shit out of them. And eventually they had killed them on 
Smiths order and now they had the nerve to be frightened of the vengeful spirit instead of simply expecting what 


was fo come onto them? Joakim was raw fury by now, yet he felt his anger raise immeasurably. 


Against his instinct that told him to duck and cover, Alexi put his hand on Joakim's arm, just to be shaken off 
unwillingly. A look in Jocke's eyes, and the smaller man saw a pair of green fires burning with cold anger, 
almost hatred. His friend emanated a furious vigor. Alexi changes a look with Janne who just shrugged. It made 
him, Alexi, wince uncomfortably and nearly frightened him. Then again, Joakim's former comrades were 
terrified. What the hell.?, you could tell that the men desperately tried to come to terms with what they were 


experiencing. 


Joakim collared one of the terrified soldiers, lifted him and hissed: "Where. ls. Smith? 


"Lin his 0..office", the man managed to stutter before his aggressor threw him off himself like a piece of crap. 


Smith turned pale as the freshly chalked wall of his office: "N..no. You." 


Joakim stepped towards the desk behind which the man sat and quickly knocked him unconscious by smashing 
his fist against Smith's temple. Alexi and Janne helped him tying the CO up, then, Joakim threw him over his 


shoulder and went in direction of a second exit. 


Smith awoke by a splash of cold water in his face. He faced an angry man, middle-sized, massively built. His 
companions were not that impressive but a look in their eyes gave away their determination Both of them 


shot him nasty looks. At second glance, he noticed that he was out in the desert. 


"W..what do you want?" Contrary to his normally self confident nature, Smith panicked. He remembered his 
order being executed - this vengeful ghost had to be an illusion, a hallucination. 


"Is that so hard to guess? I'll kill you", was the almost friendly answer. Joakim, although still boiling with 


immense anger, had calmed down superficially. 


"LIII call the men. You're not getting away with murder." Suddenly, Joakim burst out with laughter. It was an 
unhappy, almost insane noise. Wasn't that hilarious: The man who had murdered so many people now accused 
him of murder. 


‘Neither will you", under Joakim's intense stare, the CO winced. He was uncomfortable which was slowly turning 


into fear. Fear of this man.. this hallucinationWas he getting insane now? 


The illusion continued talking: "In case you didn't notice: we are out in the desert, ten or so miles from the 


base. The only ones who'll hear you scream are vultures and scorpions." 


"You.. you are a hallucination. All of this is..", he managed to say before Jocke lost it and punched him heavily 
in the cheek. A crack of bones sounded through the quiet desert air. He wanted to touch his cheek with his 
strained hand. The man howled in pain and in terror stared at Joakim. Like the rabbit before the snake, Alexi 
thought. 


"Allu, Janne, what do you think | should do with him? Should | stab him like a pig? Or perhaps shoot him? 
Through his fucking throat like he did with me? Or do | simply strangle him?" The former CO whimpered. 


"Ah, don't waste a bullet to this piece of shit", Alexi played his role perfectly, his voice dripping with contempt. 


"Better the bullet than my hands..." Joakim mused. 


In the end, Joakim had simply beaten the shit out of the man until he didn't stir anymore. After that, he 
calmed down, feeling exhausted. He felt no rage anymore towards Smith but deep contempt. It had been good to 
take his revenge. Finally, he had something like hope again that he would manage to live on, now, he would be 


able to continue his immortal life. 


"About time you show up", Joakim and Alexi were greeted by Par who sat in a prison cell of the base, "do you 
have their dog tags?" 


Jocke simply nodded: "Let's get out of here." 


